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Hasten not thither yet, for as you are

A beauty upon earth without compare,

You will show best still where you are most rare.      90

Live all out lives then: if the picture can
Here entertain a loving absent man,
Much more th' idea where you first began.

PLATONIC LOVE

DISCONSOLATE and sad,
So little hope of remedy I find,
That when my matchless mistress were inclined

To pity me, 'twould scarcely make me glad,
The discomposing of so fair a mind                               5

B'ing that which would to my afflictions add.

For when she should repent
This act of charity had made her part
With such a precious jewel as her heart,

Might she not grieve that ere she did relent?            10

And then were it [not] fit I felt the smart

Until I grew the greater penitent ?

Nor were 't a good excuse,
When she pleas'd to call for her heart again,
To tell her of my suffering and pain,                           15

Since that I should her clemency abuse,
While she did see what wrong she did sustain

In giving what she justly might refuse.

Vex'd thus with me at last,

When from her kind restraint she now were gone,         20
And I left to the manacles alone,

Should I not on another rock be cast,
Since they who have not yet content do moan

Far less than they whose hope thereof is past ?

Besides, I would deserve,                                  25

And not live poorly on the alms of love,
Or claim a favour did not singly move

From my regard   if she her joys reserve
Unto some other, she at length should prove,

Rather than beg her pity I would starve.                 30